TARIFFS

The matronly barmaid was wiping a glass. She
followed his exit with a compassionate smile, and then
turned to me with an upward jerk of her head. I asked
why on earth he had suddenly started talking about
mushrooms. "Oh," she said, "he always preaches about
something or other and then he forgets all about it.
Before you came in there was a chap telling him about
people down here growing mushrooms so as to keep the
foreign ones out."

"A very good idea/3 I said; "I think there's a tariff

now."

"It's a pity they can't put on more of them," she
sensibly remarked; "I suppose they want us to starve in
the next war."

"I suppose they do."

"Look at wheat!"

"Look at potatoes!"

"Look at bacon!"

"Look at eggs!"

"Look at fruit!"

"Look at vegetables!"

"Look at cheese!"

With a unanimity to be found everywhere in
farming England we looked at all these things and
others, and wondered what vengeance the populace
would wreak upon the politicians should another war
bring us to the verge of starvation. None, of course.
Probably there will be a new lot in, who will say that it
wasn't their fault.
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